


The 84th Hunger Games: Not My Time (SYOT)

by Celtic Silver



Category: Hunger Games
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-09 21:18:06
Updated: 2016-04-24 23:18:17
Packaged: 2016-04-27 21:03:00
Rating: T
Chapters: 3
Words: 3,628
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Caelia Moradano is a 14 year-old from District Two. Like others from her district, she is trained to volunteer at age 18. But by a sick twist of fate, her name is reaped. Now, she goes into the game with her training incomplete, haunted by dreams of past games. As hard as she tries, a 14 year old, even a career, has almost no chance of winning the games. It is not her time.





	1. Reaping

**Caelia Moradano, District 2**

How much can the other districts really know about the way we do things? Yes, we still use those big glass bowls. You know, _officially. _Thing is though, quite simply, it doesn't matter who gets drawn. We have chosen tributes, hand-picked by the top academy officials.

Sure, _some _of what the outer districts think of us is true. We do go to an academy to train for the games until age 18. We normally start at about five years of age.

But when we go to draw names out of those bowls, the tribute chosen is never (well, I shouldn't say _never, _it does happen _once _in a while) anyway, that chosen tribute is _very rarely _going to actually compete. That's where the selections kick in. Little known fact; it's not all the District Two kids that train. Only ten from every age group; five girls, five boys. That's just the way it is. Those other nine kids; they're like your entire class, while the rest are all out doing exciting things. Not to say that training is boring. I've seen some things I'd like to forget, and I'm fourteen.

It's the eighteen year-old's that volunteer, the top girl and top boy from the year are selected. No matter whose name is pulled, they go up there, they volunteer, they go to win. Done, done, and done. No issues, no hiccups. Sure, there's the occasional issue, like the officials deciding that, say, one of the fifteen year-old's would be a better choice. That's just the way it works.

If only I knew (also known as: me and my big fat mouth).

* * *

><p>I hate the day of the reaping. Despise it. <em>Not<em> because I don't like standing there for hours, doing nothing and staring off into space, and trying to ignore the idiots I live in a dormitory with. Alright, maybe _partially_ because of that. But mainly, it's the fact that we have to lose an entire day of training, for a ceremony that takes about five minutes. The good thing about Two, though; dresses aren't expected for the ceremony. They want us to be able to move on our feet and able in a fight; if I was thinking like that, I wouldn't put me in a skirt either.

And then there's the way they seem to expect all of us to _mingle _with the kids who actually don't attend the academy. In some cases, these are people you haven't talked to (or even seen) since you were five. And now they seem to expect us to talk about the weather, or how pathetic Twelve's tributes will be this year. At least that's _one _thing we all agree on.

That thing ten years ago with Peeta and...Catnip? Right? No, Katniss. Well, _that_ was a one-time thing. This is the 84th Hunger Games now, they just got lucky, especially rocking the boat like that. They're still popular with a lot of districts. Just not with us.

But then, we do look down on everyone. What can I say, out of all the districts, Two is the best. Personally, we're better than the capitol. We have the force, the strength. And we don't feel the need to turn our hair such ridiculous colors as chartreuse, magenta, or, worst of all, _Razzmatazz_. See, that's just ridiculous. Rather like the capitol itself, actually.

The escort from the capitol, Leto something (as if I care), steps up to on the stage, tapping the microphone delicately with one long, manicured fuchsia-painted nail. She mutters under her breath, but I fill in my own dialogue, a childish old habit of mine. _"Is this thing on?" _She taps furiously, and to prove that it is, in fact, on, loud, painful ringing echoes in my eardrums, and it's all I can do not to wince.

Leto clears her throat, reaching up to adjust her wig. Yep, that's _definitely _razzmatazz. "Welcome back to another exciting year, this the 84th anniversary. Happy Hunger Games, and may the odds be ever in your favor!" She absolutely gushes, and it's all I can do not to throw a knife at her. I bring one everywhere, hidden in the inside pocket of my jacket. And now I have an excuse.

_Every single time. _

She turns to a screen that has been set up to the left, mouthing the entire video word for word as though she has recently ingested the script. Or perhaps it's concealed in her hair. Like all other escorts, she mouths, _"I love that part"_, at the very end. Can't they be a _little _original? Wear a color with, maybe, four letters, like teal, or blue. If she wanted to be _really_ unorthodox_, _she could even go with _red_.

Is it _legal _to wear a color with less than six letters in the Capitol? Doubt it.

With my day-dreaming (which I've continually managed to gain an F for-or rather I would if we got grades for things like that), I missed the rest of Leto's speech. Maybe I really should daydream_ more_...

The gaudy pink (from now on, all shades of fuchsia, razzmatazz, or carnation are just _pink, _for my own sanity if nothing else) woman turns to the massive glass bowl, built for an extra-large goldfish, to her left. "Boys first."

Unlike other districts, we don't buy into "Ladies First". Tributes are equally valued, both boys and girls. The argument we use is that_ B_ comes before _G_ in the alphabet, or something like that.

Leto reaches in delicately, her long fuch-_pink _nails closing over a single piece of paper like a pair of terrifying tweezers and removing it. I notice she is careful not to brush the side of the bowl with so much as a fingertip against the smooth surface.

"Nolan Angioli." She reads aloud, her awful voice grinding against my eardrum. Before I-or anyone else-can blink, this year's chosen tribute bursts in with the same words we here at least once a year.

"I volunteer as tribute!"

Unlike most of the chosen volunteers, he is only in the sixteen-seventeen class, rather than eighteen. Apparently, the judges thought he was better than any of the elder class. Sad but true. Leto gestures to him to join her on the stage, and he towers over her by at least six inches. Are all capitol people short? Because I know not all people in District Two are tall. I myself am living proof.

"Lovely!" Leto beams, clapping her hands together, and looking as if she wants to jump up and down. "And your name?"

"Edan Milano." He winks a bright blue eye at her, and it's _possible_ that she flushes-though I can't see under her heavy make-up. I find myself arching an eyebrow. _Classic._

Leto clears her throat. "And now for the ladies." Again with the tweezer act, as she delicately rummages in the bowl filled with thousands of slips of paper, selects one, and makes a face as she shakes it to dislodge the other that came along with it, stuck together. She clears her throat again, though I can see her trying to keep control. How pathetic can you get?

She looks up, and I swear her unnaturally pale, beady blue eyes glance over in my direction. "Caelia Moradano."

_What?_

Oh, I'm really not that scared. Not at all, actually. I'm just, surprised. But not for the reason you'd probably think. I'm not surprised because I was reaped, and I know I'm not going to the arena. It's because this is the second time I've been reaped.

Seriously. It was my name that was reaped when I was twelve, my first year able to compete in the games. But then the year's chosen tribute stepped in, volunteered, and I was fine to go back to my training; back to thinking of _my _games, four years from now. The 88th. How many people can say they've been reaped twice?

In a moment, the chosen girl for this year, Valerie, will do her duty, and then I'll be free to go back to my training. Thank God.

A second passes, then another. She keeps her mouth shut. Maybe she's nervous. I swear silently that that will not be me when my day comes. Might as well start walking.

One step, then another. The hard soles of my black boots clack against the smooth cobblestone of the square; one directly in front of the other, the same way they spend the first two weeks of academy teaching us.

Suddenly, my stride freezes up, becoming less easy; less in line. Passing the 18 year-old's section, Valerie smirks at me from where she is strategically placed closest to the pathway down the middle. She tosses her long, platinum braid over one shoulder, and her green eyes sparkle in..._triumph?_

_Again, what?_

I don't stop walking until I reach the second step to the stage. Leto looks down at me expectantly, and behind her, Edan arches an eyebrow. I shrug, casting a glance towards the very back of the crowd, scouting out the administrator at the academy, "Principal" Brutus, one of our former victors. He looks-for a better word-positively _barmy, _but he meets my glare and nods, only once.

I hesitate again, and then it dawns on me. No. _No! There's no way! It's not my year! I'm fourteen!_ I'm winning four years from now...or not at all. Except, not anymore. My little sister, Alexia, stares up at me from the twelve year-old section, bright hazel eyes wide, and I meet her gaze with the same eyes. Even if I haven't quite processed what's happened just yet.

Leto clears her throat, and again my thoughts are drawn to the knife hidden in my boot, as always. I can feel the handle against my ankle. _Just duck, grab, and slash, and I never have to hear that again. _Except that I can't do that. Not _yet, _at any rate.

I don't hear a word of the Treaty of Treason. It doesn't really matter; after several years I can follow along almost every word. I barely register the warmth of Edan's hand when we shake, before peacekeepers-how interesting that they're now forcing children of their _own _district to go fight-separate us and _direct_ me to a separate room in the justice building.

My hands shake softly, while I sit with my back straight and my feet flat on the oriental rug over the hardwood floor-and they say luxury is for District One. District Two is wealthy, yes. But we're training, poise, and strength, and frankly; silk tears too easily to survive around us. Leave it to the pansies from One.

There's no way to relax on this ridiculous leather sofa-it looks as if meant to stand on display in a gallery-that is, if we had any. If anything, my cot in the academy is more comfortable, with layers of what feels like wood and a blanket as thick as a leaf and about as cozy as sandpaper (Yes, we do in fact get educated enough that I do have a bit of knowledge of similes).

It's at least an hour before anyone comes in, and it's only Lex; my mother, a peacekeeper, is stationed in District Six for the next month. Maybe they'll let her come home to watch my games-oh great-with my sister. Yeah,_ sure_.

My younger sister plops next to me, seeming to find the hard leather every bit as uncomfortable as I do. After a moment, she lets out a low whistle. "Well, that was interesting."

"No kidding," I grumble in return, attempting to get comfortable without removing my feet from the ground-which is fairly difficult when you're this short. "I wonder what mom'll be like when she finds out."

"Are you kidding, she'll go mental!" Alexia grins, and I snicker.

"Well, looks like that's going to be your problem, isn't it?" I ask, before going more serious. "You do know I probably won't come back, right?"

She turns to look at me, her blue eyes-inherited from our father-looking directly into mine. "Don't say that, Cae. You're a career, it's what we train for."

I nod. "Yeah. But I'm also fourteen. Careers are trained to volunteer at _eighteen _years old. Unless your name is Edan." _Not to mention that there's already a less than five percent chance no matter who you are. _

"Or Cato."

"Or Cato." I nod in agreement, though I pause. His district partner in the 74th, Clove, hadn't volunteered. She was _fifteen, _ridiculously skilled with knives, same as me. But she was killed too. What does that make my chances?

Of course I would compare myself to Clove; she's a role model. She's-she _was, _thanks to that boy from District Eleven-family. I don't remember that much about her death; I was only four after all. But I remember seeing the fear in her eyes-eyes that are eerily similar to mine-I remember the way her skull cracked, and I remember her screaming for Cato; it's been permanently integrated into my memory. I remember how Cato stayed at her side until she stopped moving.

It haunts my dreams.

I wonder how many four year-olds have to see their aunt brutally killed on live television.

Before either of us can say anything else, even just _goodbye, _the peacekeepers burst in and drag Lex off somewhere, probably to escort her back home. Apparently, since our mother is out of town as a peacekeeper, it's their duty to take care of us. They're doing _such _a great job too.

I lean back in the couch, finally surrendering to the temptation to remove my feet from the ground and tucking them up next to me. Looks like I'll have to change my plans a little.

* * *

><p>Edan and I aren't even allowed to pack more than a small bag apiece, before being herded directly onto the train. Leto doesn't even allow me to pack my own clothing, instead shoving around things in my closet as if she owns the place, before declaring my entire wardrobe unsuitable, and deciding that the clothes already on the train will be fine until we get to The Capitol. She's worse than my mother.<p>

Not only that, but they also do a full-body check for any hidden so-called contraband before we board, removing the knife in my boot as well as the one at my belt. I'll most likely never see either blade again.

Capitol paparazzi is absolutely everywhere, and the moment the train doors open, Edan and I both scramble to get inside, away from the flashing lights. We fall in side by side, directed by Leto to rooms across the hall from each other. The entire thing puts even the justice hall to shame, with our own rooms, dressing areas, and private bathrooms. I appreciate my privacy as much as the next person, if not a bit more, but this is all ridiculous. In less than three weeks, one-if not both-of us will be dead.

I throw my small bag down on the fluffy feather comforter on the bed and sink into a chair, leaning my head against the wall. What exactly is the point of all this, anyway? We'll be at the capitol in time for dinner, I'll never even sleep in that bed.

Instead, I turn my attention to the television on the wall opposite me. Of course, all that comes up is reruns of previous games. That's all they ever show at this time of year. Just my luck, as I click the button again, the screen cuts to the 74th games just in time to watch Clove tackle Katniss.

Even though I've seen it several times before, I still watch in horrified fascination as Thresh from District Eleven comes along, hauling my aunt away from the other tribute, a rock the size of a small loaf of bread in his hand.

When Clove falls and lies still, neither Thresh or Katniss give her so much as another glance. Instead, Katniss runs off and Thresh grabs the bag labelled with a two (really, how clear can they be?) and heads off in a different direction. Less than thirty seconds later, Cato returns and drops to my aunt's side, holding her hand tightly. Her cannon fires less than a minute later.

I saw it when I was four, and I sobbed, bawling my eyes out at my aunt's death. If Cato had only been a bit quicker. But nothing can change that. Nothing has changed in the last ten years.

So is the nature of these games.

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, first things first. <strong>

**This is AU. Alternate. Universe. The storyline goes on the same way until the 75th Hunger Games, the Quarter Quell. That was something else, not sending tributes back to the arena. This is nine years later, the 84th Hunger Games. The capitol is still intact (although Snow _is _dead, there's a new president now), still have the districts. Also, Thirteen is still unknown, Peeta and Katniss are capitol darlings as victors, etc., etc., etc..**

**I guess that's everything that I really need to address in setting the scene for ya. **

**More from me next chapter!**

**~Celtic**


	2. SYOT

**Alright, now the SYOT.**

**Be forewarned, the form is absolutely massive. I made sure of that personally. Just remember, detail is ****_key. _****Kay? Currently, I'm keeping all positions open, except for both characters from two, obviously. The rest is yours. For the record, I may be pulling in some friends of mine for judging which three to take. **

**Again, the form is massive and therefore, like all my biggest forms, will be placed on my profile for convenience to anyone who wants to copy and paste. Yay.**

**This is divided into sections. First, you've got Background, which is like all the baseline character stuffs; Name, age, district, personality, all the basic form stuffs. **

**Then, we've got Reaping, which of course covers the reaping, token, reactions, etc. **

**And then, before the games. Training, interview angle, interview outfit, etc.**

**Next: The Games. That's weapon, preferred allies, strategy, that stuff. **

**And last: Other stuff. Anything else I have to ask of you, anything from what they think of our little 14 year-old career to their opinion on Arena Romances. **

* * *

><p><strong>BACKGROUND<strong>

Name (First AND Last, of course):

Age (Again, 12-18):

Gender:

District:

Appearance:

Personality:

History:

Family:

Fears:

Strengths:

Weaknesses:

**REAPING**

Volunteered/Reaped? (If Volunteered, why?):

Their Reaction:

What does Their District think of their Being a Tribute?:

Token:

**PRE-GAMES**

Any thoughts for the outfits for the Chariots (from you, not what the character thinks):

Thoughts on the Chariot Ride?:

Interview Angle:

Interview Outfit:

Training Score (preferred):

What Did they Show for their Score?:

What do Other Tributes think of them?:

**THE GAMES**

Preferred Allies:

Bloodbath? Run away? Grab something THEN run away?:

What do they Want to Grab in the Bloodbath if Anything?:

Strategy:

Weapons:

What Kind of Skills for Survival?:

**OTHER**

What do they think of Ms. Caelia, the 14 year old Career?:

What do they think of Careers in General?:

What do they think of The Capitol?:

What do they think of The Hunger Games?:

Thoughts on Romance in the Games? (open to it? You can keep telling me stuff later in the story):

What Climates do they Prefer? What would they DESPISE?:

Other Stuffs:

* * *

><p><strong>If you need help with this or have any questions for me whatsoever, feel absolutely free to PM. I also appreciate reviews, follows, and (though unlikely this early), favorites. It's the only currency Fanfiction authors get.<strong>

**I'm off to answer some PM's waiting for me (if you're somebody I haven't answered and you came here to review your complaint, I'm so sorry, I just really wanted to get this done, and It's taken me several days! Blame customer service. Even if that is still me.)**

**See ya!**

**~Celtic**


	3. Character List

**So hey, been a bit, hasn't it? Don't worry, I haven't abandoned this story ****_already. _****I've just been busy. Since I'm here though, I do have something for you. Lists. Yeah, that's right. I have lists for you of al the positions that have been filled, and the ones that are still open. If I missed yours, please tell me? Thanks!**

**Already Taken:  
><strong>District One Female  
>District One Male<br>District Two Female  
>District Two Male<br>District Four Female  
>District Six Male<br>District Seven Male  
>District Eight Female<br>District Nine Male  
>District Ten Female<br>District Ten Male  
>District Eleven Female<p>

**Open:**District Three Female  
>District Three Male<br>District Four Male  
>District Five Female<br>District Five Male  
>District Six Female<br>District Seven Female  
>District Eight Male<br>District Nine Female  
>District Eleven Male<br>District Twelve Female  
>District Twelve Male<p>

**And now for some shameless advertising! Recently, I've been over on Fictionpress more, and we've published a new story, called Autumn Fire! It's a collab between Hestia, Fairy, and me. Links on my profile. Thanks!**

**See ya!**

**~Celtic**


End file.
